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Bruce bit his bottom lip, doing his best to stay quiet. Sure, it would have been one thing if he'd been with a 
groupie. He might not have given a flying fuck about how loud he was or who might have caught him. But this 
was different. 


Arching his back, he pressed the back of his head into the wooden bench beneath him, his legs in the air with 
those damn red spandex pants still tangled around his thighs. There had been no time to remove the offending 


garment. 


Above him, Steve panted and grunted as he rutted into the willing body beneath him, the ends of those long 
chestnut curls brushing over the smaller man's chest and neck as they swung back and forth. The singer 


reached up and grabbed a near painful hold of them, feeling the silky softness as he yanked at the waves. 


The action made the bassist growl low at the back of his throat, and deliver a forceful, stuttering stab that 
had Bruce seeing stars. If anyone had told the singer he'd be doing Steve backstage only minutes before it 
happened, he would have laughed them right in the face. 


Instead, the smaller man now keened as Steve leaned down further, his legs hooked over the bassist's upper 
arms and his muscles straining in protest as he was bent in half, thighs quaking with each inward stroke he 
recieved. It was frantic, needy, rough. Nothing affectionate or tender. It was all about raw, primal lust. The 
singer's eyes rolled back into his skull when the bassist dropped his head and bit down at his collarbone, hard 
enough to leave visible bitemarks and blooming dark bruises. 


Bruce's nails scrabbled across Steve's still clothed back, fighting to find anything to cling and hold onto. He 
swallowed the scream that wanted to tear from his chest, Steve shifting his hips only slightly to change the 


angle, and when he pistoned them, the singer was sure he was going to lose it. 


The questing hand dropped, and the smaller man found himself jerking his own cock for all he was worth. 
Yanking and tugging it, precum slicking up the movements as he was torn between the double pleasures of 
fucking his own fist, and Steve fucking his ass full force. Man, would he be sore in the morning. 


Steve bared his teeth, and Bruce opened his slitted, hazy eyes just in time to watch the older man throw his 


head back, sweat damp hair cascading around his shoulders like waterfall 


‘Oh, was the only meek sound he could make, and then the orgasm slammed into him like a freight train, 
stronger than any climax he could remember and it left him exhausted, his own warm cum soiling his stomach 


and dripping from between his fingers. He might have screamed, but he couldn't be sure. 


A few more thrusts and then Steve followed with a hiss, hovering above Bruce with his shaking arms holding 
him up, threatening to give out. 


